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MADAM, 


OT to deceive you by the Title, I muſt let 


tending to promote our Attainment of that ſupreme 
Virtue, ſuch as the Vanity of this Life, and the 
Value of the .next; Patience; Prayer; Death ; the 
great Goodneſs of the Deity, &c. 


The greateſt Part of what, in the following Pages, 


I have written to You; I have written, alſo, to my 


ſelf: They ſtand in moſt Need of Refgnation, that are 
neareſt to their End. God aſſiſt us both in the 
full Uſe of that Reaſon, which He has beſtowed 
on us; and then we are ſure of his farther Fa- 
vour; through the Interceſſion of the Beſt of Friends; 
who brought us ſuch very glad Tidings, as may well 
make the moſt heavy News this World can bring, 


do fit light on our Hearts. 


What I ſend You is ill adapted to the preſent Taſte, 
and I am ſorry to lay You under the Dilemma of 
being either Singular, or Diſſatisfied with it. 

MaDam, 


Your moſt Obedient, and 


moſs Humble Servant, 


A2 


you know, that tho Reſignation is my chief 
Point, yet I touch on other Topics; Topics moſt 
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RESIGNATION. 


FAN TK 


| Which dazzle, or amaze; _ 
Beyond proud [Thunderbolts of War, 
Bright Charms, or Empire's Blaze ; 


Are Themes, which in a World of Woe, 
Can beſt appeaſe our Pain; 

And, in an Age of gaudy Guilt, 
Gay Folly's Flood reſtrain ; 


Amidſt the Storms of Life inſpire, 

A calm, unſhaken Mind ; 

And with unfading Laurels crown 
The Brow of the Refign'd- 


O!] Refignation, yet unſung! 
Untouch'd by former Strains ! 
Tho' worthy ev'ry Muſe's Smile, 

And ev'ry Poets Pains! 


Beneath Life's ſolemn, Ev ning Shades, 
I dedicate my Page 
To Thee, imploring thy Support, 
Thou ſole Support of Age 


All other Duties Creſcents are 
Of Virtue faintly bright; 

The glorious Conſummation, Thou! 
Which fills her O76 with Light; 


EYOND the Themes, which moſt admire, 


, How- 
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5 How hats filld? The Love of Heavn _ 
* Ia vit to diſkern; 2 
This, the Fun deln which we want; © Hi 
| The Lateſt, which we learn. | 


But, tho' full noble is my Theme, 
Full urgent is my Call 
To ſoften Sorrow, and forbid 
The burſting Tear to fall ; 


To ſooth the Sob, and to ſuppreſs 
Thoſe Vapours black, that riſe 

To cloud the Brain, the Spirits damp, 
Then guſh thro' ſtreaming Eyes; 


Yet dare I venture? Dare I leave 

Of humble Proſe the Shore, 

And put to Sea? A dang'rons Sea! 
What Throngs have ſunk before? 


How proud the Poe?'s Billow ſwells ? 

„ The God! the God 1 his Boaſt: | 
# | The God's unkind ; what Wrecks abound ? 
} Dead Bards. ſtench ev'ry Coaſt, 
What then am 1? Shall I preſume 

On ſuch a moulten Wing, 
Above the general Wreck to 87855 

And in my Wiater ſing; 


When Nightin als when ſweeteſt Bards, | 
| Confine their charming Song 
To Summer's e Heats, 


Content to warble Yeung? 


How ſhall 1 ſtrike the Toon Lyre, 
With Energy, and "th 

Fain would 1 firike a String divine, 
To reach, and heal your Heart; 


But my poor, lid, lambent Flame, 
In vain, 87 ſhine aſpires, 

Beneath the Snow of Age , ExtinEt 
Bright, bold Poetic ires, 


Yet 
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Yet write I muſt; a “ Lady ſues; 
How her Requeſt ? 

My Brain in Labour for vile Rhyme! 
HFers teeming with the Beſt! 


But You'll indulge me, and excuſe 
| A Stranger's feeble Strain ; 

To You a Stranger, But, thro Fate, 
No Stranger to your Pain. 


The Ghoſt of Grief deceas d aſcends; 


His old Wound bleeds anew ; 
His Sorrows are recall d to Life, 
By thoſe he ſees in You, 


Full well he knows the twiſted Strings: 


Of ardent Hearts combin'd ; 
When rent aſunder, how they bleed; 
How hard to be Re/ign'd? 


Alike diſtreſs d, ur Tears he ſhed; 
The Pang You feel, he felt; 

Thus Nature, loud as Virtue, bids 
His Heart, at Yours, to melt. 


But what can Heart;. or Head ſuggeſt? 


What, ſad Experience, ſay? —- 


To Peace,. thro' Truths auſtere, we work 


Our rugged, gloomy Way. 


What are we? Whence ? for What? and Whither? 
Who know not, needs muſt mourn : | 
But Thought, bright Daughter of the Skies! 


Can Tears to Triumph turn. 


Thought is our Armour 'tis the Minds 
ene Shield; 


When ſent by Fate, we meet our Foes, 


In ſore Affliction's Field: 


Thought plucks the frightful Maſk from IIIs; 


Forbids pale Fear to hide, 
Beneath that dark Diſguiſe, a F riend 
Who turns Ahfection R 


* Mrs. Mo 
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Aﬀettion frail!: train'd up by Senſe, 
From Reaſon's > oh ſtrays; - 
And while She blindly points at Peace, 
Our Peace to Pain betrays: 12 ba 


Thought winds her fond, erroneous stream 
From daily-dying Flow rs; 

To nouriſh rich, immortal, Blooms ; 
In Amaranthine Bowers. 


All withers Here! Who moſt poſſeſs, 
Are Loſers by their Gain; 

Stung by Full Proof, that, bad at bel. 
Earth's idle A is van. 


Vain in its Courſe, Life's murm'ring Stream; 
Should nought in That offend, 

And Murmur ceaſe! Life, then, Vaud ſeem 
Still Vainer, from its End. 


Amid the Taxes Nature lays, 
And fell Misfottune's Spoils, 

Happy the Day, diſtinguiſh'd Day! 
That juſtifies our Smiles. 


Since Vain all Here; all Future Vaſt! 


Embrace the Lot aſſign d: 
Heav'n wounds, to fave; its Frowns are F riends; 


Its Strokes ſevere, moſt kind. 


In our laps 'd Nature, rooted deep 
Blind Error domineers; 

And on Fools Errands, in the Dark, 
Sends out our Hopes, and Fears; 


Bids us for ever Pain deplore, 
Our Pleaſures overprize; | 
Theſe, oft; perſuade us to be Fools ; 
Thoſe urge us to be wiſe. © 


From Virtue's rugged Road to Right, 
By Pleaſure are we brought | 
To flow'ry Fields of Meong, and there 


- Pain chides us for our Fault. 
But 
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But while it chides, it ſpeaks of Peace, 


If F olly 1s withſtood 1 
And ſays, Time pays an eaſy Price 
For our eternal Good, 


Thro Time's dark Womb, our Judgment right, 


If our dim Eye was thrown, 
Clear ſhould we ſee, the Will Divine 
Has but foreſtall'd our n. 


At Variance with our future Wiſh, 
Self-ſever'd, we complain : | 

If ſo; the Wounded, not the Wound, 

Muſt anſwer for the Pain. 


The Day ſhall come, and ſwift of Wing, 


Tho' You may think it flow; 


When, in your Liſt of Fortune's Smiles, 


You'll enter, Frowns of Woe. 


Yes, come, it ball, (You queſtion this) | 


Sweet Day! when you ſhall bleſs, 
Beyond the brighteſt Beams of Life, 
| Dark Days of your Diſtreſs. 


Hear, then, without Surprize, a Truth, 
A Daughter-Truth to This; 
« A cloſe Alliance, often ties 
6e A bleeding Heart to Bliſs.” 


If here, once more, your Doubts ariſe, 
My facred Motto read; 

A glorious Truth, divinely ſung _ 
By One, whoſe Heart had bled. ' 


Look round the peopled Earth, or thro' 


All Ages Records run; 
And fay, what is a Man wnfiruck? 
It is a Man undone. Me. 


Our Pangs are often Parent-Pangs, 
The Pangs of happy Birth; 
Pangs, by which only can be born 
True Happineſs on Earth : 
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No Martyr cer defy'd the Flame, 


With Stings of Life unvext; 


All, firſt, had Quarrel with this World; 


Then, Paſſion for the next. 


This Inſtant I myſelf am ſtung: | 1 
How exquiſite the Smart ? | 

* How critically tim'd the News, 
Which ſtrikes me to the Heart? 


The Pang, of which I ſpoke, 1 feel 


If Worth, like Thine, is rn, 
O Long-belov'd ! I bleſs the Blow; 
I triumph, whilſt I mourn: 


Nor mourn 1 long By Grief ſubdu d 
Be Reaſon's Empfe ſhown; 

Deep Anguiſh comes by Heay'n's Decree; 
Continues, by our own:  ' 


And if continued paſt its Point, 
Indulg'd in Length of Time, 
Grief is Diſgrace ; and what was Fate 

Corrupts into a Crime. 


And ſhall I, criminally mean, 
Myſelf, and Subject wrong? 

No; my Example ſhall ſupport 
The Precept of my Song. 


Madam! I grant your Grief is great; 
Nor little is your Gain; 

Let that be weigh'd; if weigh'd aright, 
It pays for all your Pain: 


When Heav'n. wou'd kindly ſet us or, 
And Earth's Enchantment end; 
It takes the moſt effectual Means, 
And robs us of a Faienp. 


* Whilſt the Author was writing This, he retained tho News 
of Mr. Richardſon's Death. 
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ADAM! WOE 8, Relief t to bring 
| In vain I ſhould not ſtrive; 
But with ſoft Balm your Pain e ; 
Had He been ſtill alive: | 


To touch our Paſlion's ſecret $; prings, 
Was his peculiar Care; 
And to his Genius open'd deep 
The Boſom of e Fair; 


But now your Pain I ſhall increaſe ; 
And wound, to heal your Heart: 
Know, Love en miſtaken Love! 
Plays Diiſagfection's Part: 


Nor Lands, nor Seas, nor Suns, nor Sinn, 
Can Soul from Soul divide ; 

They correſpond from diſtant Worlds, 
Tho' Tranſports are deny'd: 


Are you not, then, unkindly kind ? 
Is not your Love ſevere ? 

O] ſtop that cryſtal Sluice of Woe, 
Nor wound Him with a Tear, 


As Thoſe above, from human Bliſs, 
Receive Increaſe of Joy; 

May not a Stroke from human Woe, 
In Part, their Peace deſtroy ? 


He lives in thoſe he left — to what? 
Your, now, paternal Care; 

Clear from Grief's Cloud your brighten'd Eye, 
It will diſcern him there ; 
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Think on the Tempeſts He ſuſtain d; 
Revolve his e NN — 
And let zhoſe propheſy your Joys 
5 1 Father's Son: 
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Is Conlvlation what You ſeek ? 


Then fan the martial Fire:; -- 
And animate to Flame, the 8 ks 
Bequeath d him by his Sire; 


As nothing Great is born in Haſte, 
For Birth due Time allow; 

His Father's Laurels may deſcend, 
And flouriſh on his Brow. 


This ſhou'd' adminiſter Relief, 
And check the' rifing Sigh ; 

Yet, farther Opiate to your Pain 
I labour to ſupply; 


Since Spirits greatly damp'd diſtort 
Ideas of Delight, , 

Look thro” the Medium of a Friend 
To ſet your Notions right: 


As Tears the Sight, Grief dims the Soul; 
Its Object dark appears; 

True Friendfhip, like the rifing Sun, 
The Soul's Horizon Clears : 


Reaſon is ſomewhat rough in Man; 
Extremely. ſmooth, and fair, 

When ſhe, to cloath, and grace her r Stength, | 
Aſſumes a female Air: 


A Friend * you have, and I the fame ; 
Her prudent, ſoft Addreſs, 

Will bring to Life thoſe healing Thoughts: 

Which died in your Diſtreſs : 


A Friend's an Optic for the Mind 
Sorrow clouded er, 
And gives it Strength of Sight to read 
Redreſs unſeen before. 


Let thoſe 6 to whom full Bowls 
Of ſparkling Joys are giv'n; 
That triple Bane, inebriates Life; 
Imbitters Death; and hazards Heav n. 
Woe! 
* Mrs. ＋1—. ö 
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Woe! to the Soul at perfect Eaſe; 
Tis brewing perfect Pains; ; 
Lull'd Reaſon ſleeps; the Pulſe is King ; 
Deſpotic Body reigns ; . 


Its Slave on the ſoft Down of Senſe, 
Or Fancys Roſes, rolls; 

His Intereſt, and his Heart, as far 
Aſunder, as the Poles. 


Our Hearts are faſten'd to this Globe, 
By ſtrong, and endleſs Ties; 

And every Sorrow cuts a String, 
And urges us to riſe; 


If fo; — I fear You'll ſtart : But know, 
I'm ſtudious of your Peace; 

Tho' I ſhould dare to give You Joy — 
Yes, Joy of his Deceaſe : 


But nought fo hard to mortal Man 
As what moſt eaſy ſeems, 

To ſet a juſt Eſteem on That, 
Which yet he — moſt eſteems; 


That is, on. Heav'n: What Witchcraft this, 
That Earth ſhou'd ſo prevail? 

Earth, lighter than the Ballance-duſt, 
Har Rival in the Scale: 


O! for an Archimedes new, 

Of moral Powers poſſeſs d, 
To move the World; and quite expell 
That Traitor from the Breaſt, 


Benign Her Stars! who learns, tho learnt 

Mäoſt painfully, to ſoar - 1 

The Sun above: She ſoars to ſhine: | 
When Suns ſhall ſhine no more. 


Of Pain impatient, ſcar d at Woe, 
| Rich, golden Good we miſs; 
Pain is the Parent, Woe the Womb, 


Of ſound, important Bliſs, — 


od _ 
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In ſome Diſaſter, ſome ſevere 


Appointment for our 4 
That Mother Bleſing, (not ſo call'd), 
True Happineſs begins. 


Such as ſucceed, and ſweep the Field, 
In their terreſtrial Chace; 


Full often carry too much Weight, 
To win the Chriſten Race. 


Have You ne'er pity'd Joy s gay Scenes? 
And deem'd their Glory dark? 

Alas, poor Envy? She's Stone-blind, 
And quite miſtakes her Mark. 


Her Mark lies hid in Sorrow's Shades, 


But Sorrow, well-ſubdu'd ; 


And in proud Fortune's Frown defy d, 


By meek, anbor rod Good; 


By Refgnation! All, in That, 
A double Friend may find ; 


Our Ving to Heav'n; and while on Ger, 


The Pillow of Mankind. 


For Reſt, on Pillows void of Down, 
Our reſtleſs Hopes we place; 


; When Hopes of Heav'n lie warm at Heart, 


Our Hearts repoſe in Peace: 


The Peace, which Reſgnation feels, 
Who feel, alone, can gueſs; 

'Tis diſbeliey'd by murm'ring Minds; 
They muſt conclude it leſs: 


From ſmall Experience, This I ſpeak ; 
O! grant to thoſe I love, 


Experience fuller far, Ye Powers 
Who form our Fates, above: 


” My Love, where due? How july theirs, . 


Who, kind, from Grandeur, came, 
To ſhine on Age, in mean Receſs; 
And light me to my Theme; 


[ x5 ] 


A* Theme Themſelves! a Theme how new? 


The Beauties they diſplay, 
To triumph o'er the captive Head, 
Are ſet in bright Array; 


Learning, and Genius, wiſer grown, 

To female Boſoms fly ; 
With his own Arms is Mar, ſubdu'd, 
His fading. Laurels die: 


The dark Prediction, tho' but Few. 
Were able to unfold; 

This Revolution. fixt by Fate, 
In Fable was foretold : | 

Pallas ('tis faid) when Jove grew dull, 
Forſook his drowſy Brain ; 

And ſprightly leap'd into the Throne 
Of W:ſdom's brighter Reign: 


Her Helmet took ; that is, ſhot rays 
| Of formidable Wit; 
And in the Book of Fame, her Launce 


Immortal Pages writ : 


Our Authors Male, as, then, did Jove, 
Now, ſeratch a damag'd Head; 


And call for what, once, quarter 'd there; 


But find the Goddeſs fled. 


The Fruit of Knowlege, golden Fruit! 
That, once, forbidden Tree, 
Hedg'd in by ſurly Man, is now 
To Britain's Daughters free: 


The noble Thirſt of Fruit ſo fair, 

Who does not know, began 

In their firſt Mother; and, like Her, 
Theſe cauſe 2 Fall in Man: 


And ſince of Genius in our Sex, 
O Addiſon ! with thee, 

The Sun is ſet; how I rejoice 
This Siſter-Lamp to ſee ? 


* Mrs, A. Mrs, C. 
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It ſheds, like Cynthia, Silver Beams 

On Man's nocturnal State; 
His lefſen'd Light, and languid Pow'rs, 
I /how, Rue I relate, 


PART u. 


B UT in both Sexes, Parts beyond, 
This ſhines ; This Glory crowns ; | 
In ruffling Seaſons, to be calm; | 
And ſmile, when Fortune frowns : 


How ſtrong our Motives to rejoice ? 
To render Joy ſincere, 

Has This no Weight? Our Joy is felt 
Beyond this narrow Sphere : 


Would we in Heav'n new Heay'n create, 
And double its Delight ? 

A ſmiling World, when Heav'n looks down, 
How pleaſing in its Sight? | 


For Smiles what Cauſe ? How ev ry Senſe 
Is courted from above, 

With Preſents exquiſite ? This World 
Is overwhelm'd with Love. 


We hold in conſtant Service bound 
The bluſt'ring Winds, and Seas; 

Nor Suns diſdain to travel hard, 
Their Maſter Man to pleaſe: 


O Thou! great Source of our Delights, 
And dare we then complain 
Of harſh Injunctions, Laws ſevere, 
In thy indulgent Reign? 


What would our Madneſs have revers'd ? 
What Law would we withſtand ? 
To baniſh Sorrow, and be bleſs'd, 
Ils thy ſupreme Command. 


271 


Are ſuch Clmmandy but ill obey'd ? 
Of Joy ſhall we complain ? 
The Man who dares to be a Wretch, 
Deſerves ſtill greater Pain, 


Is Refgnation difficult? 
Examine, we ſhall find, 
That Duty gives up little more, 
Than Anguiſh of the Mind: 


Refign, and all the Load of Life, 
That Inſtant Vou remove; 
Its thouſand, and ten thouſand Cares, 


Devolve on One above. 


"if Richardſon, as he was wont, 
New overlooks my Page ; 
He'll ſee, I ſtrive in vain from Him 


Sick Thought to diſengage ; 


Sweet their Repoſe, who fondly lean 
- Againſt each other's Breaſt; —_ 
That Stay remov'd, how great our F al? 
How much are we diſtreſs d? 


Who would not, then, lay hold on One, 

Who never will remove; 

Claſp'd in His everlaſiing Arms 2 
Tranſported with his Love | 


Know you what gives us all our Pains ? 
Strong Paſſion for this Scene; 
That aggrandizes Trifles here, 
Makes endleſs Glory mean: 


Let endleſs Glory to rouz'd Thought, 
In all its Grandeur riſe; 
Earth's Giant-Ills are dwarf'd at once, 


And all Diſquiet dies: 


Wen levell'd quite; while yet Alive, 
The Monarch, and his Slave; 
Nor wait enlighten'd Minds to learn 


.T hat Leſſon from the Grave. "3 
C A George 
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A George the Third wou d, then, be hs 


As Lewis, in Renown; 
Had He not ſomething. (Happy oy 
Far nobler than à Crown DE 2; 


Earth, a caſt Miſtreſs, is caſt off; 
That Circe charms no more; 

Empire's a Feather for a Fool; 
And Indian Mines are poor, 


Our Thoughts, on Wing of Love Grine,, 
Soar ſo ſublime a Flight, 


| Not Earth alone, Sun, Moon, and Start, 


Are Atoms in our Sight: 


Enamour'd of far More, on Yat 
Whilſt humbly we preſumes 

Be this Scene's 'Treafures, Triumphs, Thrones, 
The Worldling's ah Doom:; 


Grief is an Infide]! — To Foes, To France, 
Send the dark Dzmon o'er; 

In Joy * we'll meet; Beſt Means of Joy, 
When met, to part no more 


In that bleſsd Hope Life's Comfort lives; 
Life's Labours : that makes light; 

Darts Beams thro' Fate's incumbent Gloom, 
And lights our Sun by Night. 


Say not, your Loſß in Triumph Jeads. 
Religion's languid Strife; | 


Joys — amply reimburſe 


Joy's Bankrupts of this Life. 


The Cordial, that; the grand Receipt 
To make the Mourner glad. 

That Nectar near, tis Sin to Sigh; 
Tis Madneſs to be Sad; 


To tremble at a ſhaken Reed; 
At momentary Sorrow; _ 

No more! tho long as Life ; what's Life ? 
The longeſt ends  To-morrow. 


* The Ladies promiſed another Viſit. 


But, 
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But, endleſs Life! = Unbounded Bliſs! — 
Strange News! — Profound Amsel — 
| 


Bliſs, how ta ws coſt ſo dear! — 

'O Rich ETERNITY! | 
I ſtart not at a World in Flames, add ET | 
Charm d with one Glimpſe of Thee. | | | 


Man has no Talent, An „ none, 
To meaſure ſuch a Prize; 

Beneath th' o'erwhelming Bounty, ang, 
Stunn d Reaſon bury d lies. 1 


If at my ſtrange, romantic Taſte, 
Earth's W:ſe-ones take Offence; —— 
Let them fall proſtrate, and — 
One Grain of common Senſe; 


Nor longer, 6luhing at the Righ 
Their ſhameful Courage 251. 
Courage, which fights its own Belief, 
And labaurs to be loſt. 


Proud Parts! which wield Gabs * Sword; 
How dreadfully they ſhine? 

Such Parts pluck'd —. Immortal Suns, 
And 2 d Spheres Divine. 


Such bold Adventurers let fly 
The Burſtings of their Gall; 
And for the cheap Applauſe of Fools, 
From that af Angels fall; 


Did they reflect, that Fools themſelves, 
Will, one Day, wiſer grown, | 

Applauſe retract; their burning Cheeks 
Would bluſh at their Renown. 


Wiſdom ! where art thou? None, on Earth, 
Tho' graſping Fame, Wealth, Pow'r; 
But what, D Death thro' thy A proach, 
Is wiſer ew ry Hour. 
C 2 Approach 


To ſlay David, the Man after God's own Heart. 


[ 20 ] 


Approach how. ſwift? How unconfin'd pf 
Worms feaſt on Viands rare; | 
Thoſe high-fed Epicures have Kings 
To grace their Bill of Fare. 


The Moment, Death ſtarts up to — 
Pride's frozen Hand lets fall, 

What it ſo warmly graſp'd before, 
This Bawble of the Ball. - 


Why thus alarm'd? O! learn to look 


Undaunted on a Tomb; 


Look deep; you'll find your Good ſupreme, = 


In what is call'd your Doom: 


Life! Glory! Blik ! and Light! and Love! 
For Strife, Clouds, Shame, and Pain ; 

All closd by Death! — Divine Reverſe! - 
Strange, vaſt, ſtupendous Gain |! 


Smile then; exult! to Heav' n, on * 
Of pious Rapture, fy"; 
A Chriſtian's glorious Hope diſdains 
A mere Content to die. 


Let Thoſe dread Death, who drunk with Joy. 


From Reaſon reel; nor know 
Salubrious Anguiſh: Vou, and me, 
Fate favour'd with a Blow. 


We Both were Wedded; Both Divorc'd; 
To tell us, Ties are vain; | 

Vain Al — But Ties of Heart to HIM 
Who turns evn Death to Gain. 


To me, to You, as yet unknown, 
That Gain! that glorious Prize! 
One, whom we Both, whom All, admire, 
Lifts more illumin d Eyes: 


Blind the moſt Eagle- ey d of Men, 
While here their Race they run; 
The Moment, Mortals reach the Goal, 
Weak Eyes outſee the Sn” 


» 


[ 2x } 


The brave Deceas'd (no more in Storms 1) 
Exults in Bliſs ſincere: 

And can You mourn? — Your Smiles muſt prove, 
That ill You hold Him dea: 


« But how to.ſmile; to ſtem the Tide 
« Of Nature in our Veins; 

« Is it not hard to weep in Joy? - 
« What then to ſmile in Pains 1 } 


Vitorious Joy! which breaks the Clouds, 
And ſtruggles thro' a Storm; 

Pavel the Mind as Great, as Good; 
And bids it .doubly charm: . 


If doubly charming in our Sex, 
A Sex, by Nature, bold; 


What then in Yours? Tis Dr mond there, 
Triumphant o'er our Gold. 


By Smiles in Trouble, Human Minds 
Aſſume Angelic State; 

And, in the Thoughts of half Mankind, 
Reverſe Decrees of Fate; | 


By charming, what may take the BE | 
Of Vengeance, in their Sight, 

Into rich Gain, by ſacred Spells 
Of Conduct nobly right: 


That State aſſume, and T'll reward 
Your Fortitude of Mind ; 

A Marriage- Af, exempt from Blame — 
A Licence to be ſign d. 


But firſt —: Examine your . good Heart = — 
That little Speck remove; 
Little, I grant; yet ſtill a Stain, 

Of mere terreſtrial Love. 


Behold ! I wave a Torch divine : 
Would You for ever charm ? 
le at that a brighter Flame ; 
Far nobler Paſſion warm. 
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2 That wicked Seth, pure Paſſion's Foe, 


| In my own Heart I felt; 
| | It made me, like a Niobe, ä 
Or a B=, melt. 


1 Pluck up, the Poiſon: — In its ſtead: 

= Celeſtial Seed I fow =— | 

1 How ſoon it fhoots ! ſee, ſee the Flows 11 
Of Joy immortal, blow! 3 


If ar in Joy, tho' not in Place, 347 
| our Licence; A boaſt | 
Your 17 als; Twice eſpous d 1 


To Him, — fancy d loſt. 


Your Debt to Narure fully paid 
Fair Virtue claims her Due: 

But dare +36 fait Virtue's Cauſe? 
"Tis ſafe; I write to YOU. 


Hail, then, permiiar- Bride! All hail ; 
| By Dint of Virtue Joit'd 
= Like Angels; who congratulate, 
G With me, your marryd Mind; 


= Your Mind, no longer bent to dwell, 
1 And ſigh among the Tombs; 
' Lou ſmile ! You mount! You wed anew, 
Amidſt ambrofial Blooms : - | 


| By Thoſe, who fu Cteation' s Birth, 
Your Bridal = |... + Yu 
= To ſound aloud your Soul 2 _ 
= Celeſtial Harps ate ſtrung: ad bs 


| Thoſe ſacred Bands, tho deaf the Maſe, 

|; houghts more Divine impatt; | 

1 And whiſper — * When your cart's in Heav'n, 
« All Heav'n is in your Heart,” VL 


PART 
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Ess happy They, who doat on Earth; 


When /uch paſt Life ſurvey; 
They ſigh, © Alas! as yet unborn, 
« Bold Fancy's promis d Day.” 


Their Joy, ſad Skeleton of Joy |: 
Amazes,. and: affrights;. 

So diſmal their Delights, they fwear, 

That all their Days were Nights. 


Britain's Petronius this aver d, 

- Death ſwimming in his Eyes; 
And he trod Pleaſure's flow'ry Path, 
And bid zew Pleafures riſe. 


The fond of Earth, a- ſad Amour! 
Are poor amidſt Increaſe ; 
Joyleſs in Joy's full Flow ; they boaſt: 
Gay Tumult, but no Peace: 


For what is Peace? A Flower that roots 
In an eternal Soil; 

Tranſplanted into Time, it dies, 
In Spite of Coſt, and Toil. 


The Moment Peace is plann d on Joys, 
That old Cheat, Earth, ſupplies, 
We plan its Ruin; in its Birth 
The poor Abortive dies. 
True Peace is All; the vital Root 
Whence Joys ſincere ariſe ; 
And 'tis our Wiſdom, Glory, Bliſs, 
Joy's Phantoms to deſpiſe; 
Phantoms by Fancy conjur'd 
To A „ b Night 3 
The Moment glorious Reaſon dawns, 


= mid a ks. = 
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Of Wretches the moſt wretched They, 
Who -ſcape each fad. Event; 


With Scraps, this niggard World affords, 
Deplorably Content. 


Of Earth's Revenue would You ſtate 
A full Account, and fair? 
We hope; and hope; and 2 — then caſt 
The total Sum; 


Deſpair, "= 


Earth's All is Nothing; yet, ſtrange Truth! 
A Nothing warmly ſought; 

As Earth, on which we .doat, is Hung, 
Our Hearts are ſet — on Nought. 


* 


Neught is this World, till held as  Nought ; 


Its Charms are, then, begun; 
Then, like the Moon, it borrows Light ; 
But from a nobler Sun; 


A Throne inuſtrious vacant left 
By ſome bold Seraph's Fall; 


That bright Reverſion gilds the Gloom 


Of this inglorious Ball: 


And gilds for whom? of all Men moſt 
For thoſe of Heart Ręgn d; 
Whoſe penetrating Ey e detects 
In, the Severe, the Kind. 


By Tempers wnre/ign Ma the Joys 
That court them, are withſtood ; 

Alarm'd with endleſs Fear of IIIs, 
They faintly taſte the Good: 


And, thus, they more than forfeit Heay'n, : 


Earth's Harveſt they deſtroy ; . 
Sharpen Pain s Edge, nor there deſiſt, 
But deaden every Joy. 


O Refgnation ! All is Thine; 
Delight's perpetual Bloom 


., Earth's Joy, thy Bait; and ſmooth thy Road 


To Joy's eternal Home; 
| Where, 


[ 25 ] 
Where, (mark it, Mourner !) Tides on Tides 
Of boundleſs Bliſs deſcend, 


From his bright Throne, whoſe tender Aim, 
Is Grief' triumphant. End: 


All laſting Grief,” but Grief for Guilt, 
Itſelf of Guilt partakes ; 
All Joy ſincere, in ſpite of Pain, 
Of Mortals Angels makes: 


In ſpite of Pain, why not rejoice? 
Have we forgot our State ? 
What is our Nature? Mixt is Man; 
A Chequer, human Fate. 


By Travel, and 70 Travel, born, 
Our Sabbaths are but few; 

On, Earth nought precious is obtain'd, 

But what is painful too: 


To Joys ſincere we work our Way, 
Encount'ring many a Shock, 

E'er found what truly charms; as found 
A * Venus in the Block: 


What tho' our Labour ſhou'd be great? 

"Tis Labour richly paid; 
Know, Heav'n's is a paternal Frown, 
Why of a Friend afraid ? 


Minds quite Refign'd extract the Sting 
Of Ills, that moſt annoy ; 
And ſuffer with far more Repoſe, 
Than others can enjoy; 


On Ruin's Brink ſtand undiſmay d; 
Defy each dark Event, 
Laugh at the Whirl of Fortunes Wheel, 
Nor aſk her for Content: 


On Him, who only can ſuſtain, 

On Him, O Madam! call; 

'Then, tho' the World's Foundations ſhake, 
Smile, fearleſs of a Fall: 


| D When 
* Statuary, | 
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When the Soul iſſues at the Lip, 


None ever call d: in vain; 
O!] call again; and call aloud: 
Tho patient in your Pain, 


Let Patience, while n You, 


| Itſelf implore Supp 
It muſt, to live, all-potent Prayr E 
Thy grand Alliance court; 


When Pray'r partakes the Seraph's: Fire, 
Tis mounted: on his Wing; 

Burſts thro the chryſtal Gates of Heav'n 3. 
Claims % wok of her KING; 


Which never is deny d to Thoſe, 
However great their Guilt, 

Whoſe Hearts return; and plead that Blood, 
Which ev'n for me was ſpilt. 


Our Heart's two Wings are Prayr, and Praiſe : 


When theſe Wings ceaſe to move, 
Headlong, like the Dedalian Boy, 
We tumble from above: _ 


But Pray'r beyond, let Praiſe prevail, 
As Angel's chief Employ; 
For what with Praiſe for ever: dwells?” 


Your long-departed Foy.: 


Praiſe chears, and warms ; like gen'rous. Wine- 
That ſparkles in the Bowl, | 


It ſmooths the: Forehead, runes the > Tongue, 


And elevates the Soul. 


And Joy retum d is: Joy increas d; 
How charming after: Pain, 
That Venus ſprang: (the Fable's 2. 
From out the ſtormy Main? 


Be thankful, then, for Sorrows pq; 
This Leſſon learn from all; 

Who lean. on Earth for their. Repoſe, 

1 a dreadful Fall 1 
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The Will divine to h, and bear, 
Superior to Complaint, 

This throngs all Virtues into One 
And finiſhes the Saint: 


That One, our Nature's Ornament; 
The richeſt Gift of Grace; 

Rival of Angels; and the grand 
Proprietor of Peace: 


The Loſs, or Gain, of That alone 
| Have we to hope, or fear; 
That Fate controuls, and can invert 
The Seaſons of the Year: 


O! the dark Days, the Year around, 
Of an impatient Mind; 

Thro' Clouds, and -Storms, a Summer breaks, 
And ſhines on the Refgnd: 


While Man by 7hat of every Grace, 
And Virtue, is poſſeſs d; 
Foul Vice her Pandæmonium builds 
In the rebellious Breaſt ; 


Vice, which with no fuperior Joys 

Her Idiots keeps in Pay; 
Thro pure difmtereſied Love 
Ok Ruin, they obey. 


Strict their Devotion to the Wrong, 
Tho' tempted by no Prize ; 
Hard their Commandments ; and their Creed 
Is all compoſed of Lies. 


Give your Almighty Friend the Lead; 
Of Ages paſt enhuire, 

What the moſt formidable Fate? 
« To have our own Deſire. 


If in your Wrath, to your worſt Foe 
You wiſh extremely ill; 
Expoſe the Wretch to 'Thunder's Stroke, 
Or that — of his own Will: 
Rn as 
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O cleanſe my too terreſtrial Heart; , 
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What Numbers, ruſhing down the Steep 


Of Inclination ſtrong, 
Have periſh'd in their ardent Wiſh ? 
Wiſh ardent, ever wrong ! 


Of Refignation ſad Reverſe ! 
That fad Reverſe implies 
What little in our Favour ſpeaks, 
Detachment from the Skies. 


PART: V. 


UT Thou, my Soul! the Skies revere; 
And call on Him who reigns; 
"Tis He alone can cleanſe my Heart, 
And elevate my Strains: | 


What lofty Lays my Theme demands? 
How languid theſe, and low ? 

Our Thoughts in Life's December freeze; 
And Numbers -ceaſe to flow : 


With harſh, and unmelodious Sounds, 
Shall I the Muſe provoke? 

And ſtrike offended: Strings, that jar, 
And quarrel with the Stroke? 


THOU! to whom Heav'n's harmonious Choir 
Its Hallelujahs ſings: : 


And tune my jarring Strings : 


When I revolve what Thou 52% done; 
Still more, what Thou vt do; 

All Hope! all Dread! my ſever'd Soul. 
Exults, and trembles too. 1 


Of Thee immortal Spirits born, 
To Thee, their Fountain, flow, 
If ; as, curl'd around, to Theirs 
Meandring Streams below: 


- 


Not 


[29] 
Not leſs compell'd,' by Reaſon's Call, 
To Thee my Soul aſpires; 


Than, to thy Skies, by Nature's Law, 
High mount material Fires : 


| Let raſh Repiners ſtand appall'd, 
And in thy Mercies truſt, 
Whoſe abject Souls, like Demons dark, 


Are murm'ring in the Duſt: 


For Man to murmur, or repine; | 
At ought, that Thou haſt done; 
Is as abſurd, as: to complain 
Of Darkneſs in the Sun: 


Who wou'd not, with a Heart at Eaſe, 
Bright Eyes, unclouded Brow, 

Goodneſs, and Wiſdom, at the Helm, | | 
The rougheſt Ocean plough ? | 


What, tho' I'm ſwallow d in the Deep? 
Tho' Mountains o'er me roar? 
Jenovan reigns; as Jonah ſafe, 
I'm landed, and adore. 


Thy Will. is e let it wear 
Its moſt trentznadpus Form; 

Roar Waves! Rage Winds! I know, that Ti * 
Canſt ſave me by a Storm: 


Since Thou art Lav: ſtupendous Love! 
Of Men the wiſeſt blind, 

And Bliſs our Aim ; pronounce us All 
Diſtracted, or Refign 4 


O! be my Will in Thine inclos'd, 
Till clos d mine Eye in Death; 

That, in all elſe re/gn'd, well pleas d, 
I may reſign my Breath; 


smiling beneath that Hour's dread Gloom, 
Enſure a radiant Seat, 

Where, dawning - her@@S>:/fion gains 

Its bright, meriditatc :. 
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[30] | 
Madam ! may You that State amin: 
Like that brave Man You | 


You are a Soldier; and to fight 
Important Battles born ; 3 


Beneath a Banner nobler far 

Than ever was unfurl'd 

In Fields of Blood; a Banner bright! 
It /hines on all the World: 


The paſſive Hero, which fits down 


active, and can ſmile 


Beneath Affliction's galling Load, 


_ Outafts a Cefar's Toll : 


To ſtain the Waves with wounded Foes, 
Can't equal Praiſe afford; 

Reaſon's a bloodleſs Conqueror, 
More glorious than the Sword : 


Nor can the Thunder of Huzzas 
From ſhouting Nations, cauſe 


Such ſweet. Delight, as from Yourſelf a 


Soft Whiſpers of Applauſe : 


'The dear Deceas d, ſo fam'd in Arms, 
With what Delight He'll view 


His Triumphs on the Main outdone ? 


Thus conquer'd #wrice, by You! 


Share his Delight : Take heed to hu | 
Of Boſoms moſt diſeas d | 


That odd Diſtemper, an abſurd 


Reluctance to be pleas d: 


Joy is our Glory it makes — 
Their Nature]! our 
Better it is to die of oy, 
Than live the Slave of Grief; 


is our Eden full poſſeſs d; 
Jo The Sunſhine of the Soul; 
Our Panegyrick on that Pow r, 
Who | ſweetly plann'd the Whole: 


Mark 


*C:ag279 
Mark then, how formidable Is 
Whole Army is o'erthrown ; 
By cloſing with Heav'n's Will, we maks 
Ommipotence our Own: 


No longer impotent, and' frail, 

To what a Height we riſe ? 
We ſcarce. believe ourſelves Below; 
But Bord'rers on the Skies: 


Beyond us, what can Angels boaſt? 
Arch-Angels, what require? 
Whate'er in Earth or Heav'n is done, 

Is done — As we dejire. 


What Grandeur This, in Sens of ' Duſt; 
Whoſe Life is but a Span ? 

This is meridian Majeſty ; 
This, the Sublime of Man. 


"Tis not in Word or Thought to raiſe 
A Mortal's Glory higher ; 

With this compare the Roman Flight, 
Bold Flight! which All admire : I 


« All that the Sun ſurveys ſubdu' d, 
« But Cato's mighty Mind.” 


How great the Character? — How mean, 


To that of Souls refgnd ? 


What then is my moſt ardent Wiſh? 
A Soul acute to ſee 

All Wiſdom's Code epitomiz'd 
In Love to Heav'n's Decree ; 


Haſte, Ref/ignation from the Fields, 
Where mounted on the Wing, 


A Wing of Flame ! bleſs d Martyrs' Souls 


Aſcended to their King: 


Who is it calls Thee? One whoſe Need 

| Tranſcends the common Size; 

Who ſtands, in Front, againſt a Foe, 
To which none equal riſe; 


[5] 
In Front he ſtands ; 5 the Brink he dreads 
Of an eternal State; 


How dreadful his appointed Poſt ? 
How ſtrongly arm'd, by Fate, 


His threat'nin g Foe ? What Shadows deep 
O'erwhelm his gloomy Brow? 


His Dart tremendous ! — At F due oe; 
My ſole Aſylum, Thou! . 


Thou can'ſt befriend me; Thou alone 
Haſt Pow'r to coconcile* En, 

My Foe, and. me: — At thy Approach 
Grim Death begins to ſmile : 


O! for that Happineſs ſupreme, 

Whilſt here we draw our Breath; 
That Promiſe of eternal Life! 

A glorious Smile in Death! 


My gay Coævals! (ſuch there are) 
If Happineſs is dear; | | 

Approaching Death's alarming Day 
Diſcreetly let us fear : 


The Fear of Death is truly wile, 
Till Wiſdom can riſe higher; 

And, arm'd with pious Fortitude, 
Death, dreaded once, defire : 


How great the Bleſſing, that no Pow'r 
Of Death can rob the Juſt! 
Nor pluck from their unaking Heads 

Soft Pillows in the Duſt: 


But Thoſe there are, nor thoſe a Few, 
(O Y—azre ! tell me why ;) 
Who, tho' ſcarce now Alive, yet think 
That they ſhall never Die: 


Whence this Delirium? On a Tomb 

They dare not turn their Sight; 
Myſterious Cowards ! baſely * 
And fearleſs from Affright! 
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| Fearleſs of their dark Day of Death, 

That Birth-day of their Sorrow ; 
Perhaps, it may be diſtant far, 

Nor cruſh them, till — To-morrow, — 


But Thou, Myſelf! haſt Thou no Cauſe 
1 To dread 1 Doom? 

olly, and Death, ſpare none; Why wiſe 
For Others, Fool at Home ? : 


In Life's Decline, if we relapſe 

Into the Sports of Youth ; 
The ſecond Child outfools the firſt, 
And tempts the Laſh of Truth: 


Shall One, who, with protracted Breath, 
Tranſgreſſes Nature's Law, | 

Who bends beneath Times heavy Hand; 
And ſtumbles at a Straw ; 


Shall a mere Truant from the Grave, 
With rival Boys engage; 
With trembling Voice attempt to ſing, 

And ape the Poets Rage? 


By fancy d Parts expos d, prefer 
Petition for Renown ? 

In Age, Parts not employ'd for Heav'n 
Provoke the public Frown : 


In Youth, Y— aire ! may Folly plead 


For ſome Indulgence due ; 


When Heads are white, their Thoughts, and Aims, 


Shou'd change their Colour too. 


How art Thou cheated by thy Wit ? 
Old Age is bound to pay, 

By Nature's Law, a Mind diſcreet, 
For Toys it takes away : 


What tho thy Muſe has nobly foar'd ? 
Is that aur true Sublime? 

Ours, hoary Friend ! is to prefer 

Eternity to Time: ; 

E Why 
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Why. cloſe a Life of Wit S: bright, 
With ſuch bold Traſh as * This 5 


This, for Renown? — Yes, fuch as makes. 
Obſcurity a - Bliſs. | 


=_. Thy Traſh, with mine, at open War, 
| Is obſtinately bent; 
| Like Wits below, to ſow thy Tares, ' 
| Of Gloom, and Diſcontent: 


Thy Works in our divided Minds 

RKRepugnant Paſſions raiſe; 

Confounded with a double Stroke; 
We ſhudder, whilſt we praiſe: 


A curious Web, as finely wrought, 
As Genius can inſpire, 

From a black Bag of Poiſon ſpun, 
With Horror we admire : 


Yet ſtill I claſp thee as my Friend, 

| If thou wilt be thy Own: 

Will not a Jouder Trumpet ſound? * 
Why think of Fame's alone? 


Turn Atheiſt, and thy Gods renounce : 
Why Fame, Wit, Wealth, adore ? 

Thy Fame diſhonours, Wit befools, 
And Plenty makes thee Poor: 


If thy Ambition burns to * 9 7 
At once Rich, Great, and Wile ; 

One Point obtain; and in that One 
Revive the Triple Prize: . 


Satvation's glorious Helmet ſeize, 

|  Reſplendent are its Rays; 

Let that ſuffice; it needs no Plume 
Of ſublunary Praiſe : 


Greatly thy Genius I admire ; "T0 
| Nor would deplore thy Fate; ; 
Early I knew thee, early lovd; 

And long to love thee late. 


; Tr ue 
* Candid, &c. 


Cul 


True Glory nothing but Gooa-Senſe, 
Has any Right to claim; 
And when Vit murders Happineſs, 

It puts to Death our Fame : 
Mean as it is, if This is read, 
With a diſdainful Air; 

I can't forgive ſo great a Foe 
To my dear Friend, Y—farre. 


But you relent; Who much have err'd, 
That Much have been forgivn; 
I ſpeak with Joy, with Joy you'll hear — 


faires are now in Heay'n.” 


What ſuch Philanthropy divine 
Can equal? Nothing can: 
Nothing but This, Ye Murmurers !- 
Ingratitude in Man. 


The E N D. 
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